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The Voice of the Pack
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CHAPTER |1—Continued.
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"We'll rest pow I todd thim at
ten o'clock, “The sun s warm enongh
S0 that we won't nesdl mueh of a fire
And we'll try to get five hours' steep,”

*Too long, If wi're golng to the It
ont.” Lennox o 1]

"Thot leaves n workday of nineteen
hﬂl“'\.n Iin persisted “Not any too
Mttle. Five homrs it wil] be.”

He found where the snow had deift
ed ngainst a great, dead log, leaving
the white covering only a foot In
depth on the Jee side, He began to
acriape the snow pway, then hacked at
the log with his ax until he had pro-
cured a plece of comparntively dry

wood from g center. They all stood
breathless while he lghted the little
plle of kindling and heaped it with
green wond-——the only wood procur-
able, Buar It didn't burm freely, It
smoked fitfully, threatening to die out,
and emitting very Uttle heat.

But they didn't partieularly eare.
The sun was warm ahove, as always
In the mountnin winters of southern
Oregon.  Snowbird and Dan elenred
spaces beside the fire und slept, Len-
nox, who had rested on the journey,
lay on his sled and with his uninjured
arm tried to hack enongh wood from
the saplings timt Dan had cut to keep
the fire burning,

At three they got up, still tlred and
aching In thelr bones from exposure,
Twenty-four hours had passed since
they had tasted food and their unre.
plenished systems complained, There
1= no hetter engine In the wide world
than the human bodv. It will stand
more neglect and abuse than the finest
steol motors ever made hy the hands
of eraftsmen. A man may fast many
days If he lles quietly In one place
and keeps warm., But fasting Is a
deadly  proposition  while pulling
sledges over the snow,

Dan was less hopeful now. Mis face
told what his words did not. The
lines eleft deeper about his lips and
eyes: and Bpnowbird's heart ached
when he tried to encournge her with
a smile, Tt was a wan, strange smile
that couldn't quite hide the first slek-
ness of despalr,

The shadows quickly lengthened—
slmply leaping over the snow from the
fast-falling =un. The twilight deep-
ened, the snow turned gray, and then,
in a vague way, the Journev hegan to
partake of a quality of unreallty, It
was not that the cold and the snow
and thelr hunger were not entirely
real, or that the wilderness was no
longer naked to thelr syes, It was just
that thelr whole e®irt seemed llke
some dreadful, unbhurdened journey In
a drenm—a stumbling advance under
difMeulties too many and real to be
true,

The first slgn was the far-off ery
of the wolf pack, Tt was very faint,
gluply a stic In the eardrums, yet it
was entirely clear. That clear, cold
mountain air was a perfect telephone
system, conveying a message distinet-
ly, no matter how faintly. There
were no tall bulldings or cfties to dis-
turb the ether waves, And all three
of them knew at the same Instant it
was not exactly the cry they had
heard before.

They couldn't have told just why,
even If they had wished to talk about
it. In some dim way, it had lost the
strange quality of despair it had held
before, It was as Iif the pack were
running with renewed life, that each
wolf was calling to another with a
dreadful sort of exultation. It was an
excited ery, too—not the long, sad
song they had learned to listen for., It
sounded Immediately hehind them.

They couldn't help but lsten. No
human ears could have shut out the
sound. But none of them pretended
that they had heard. And this was the
worst sign of all. Each one of the
three was hoping against hope in his
very heart; and at the snme time, hop-
ing that the others did not understand,

For a long time, as the darkness
deepened about them, the forests were
still, Perhaps, Dan thought, he had
been mistaken after all. His shoulders
straightened. Then the chorus blared
again.

The man looked back at the girl
smiling into her eyes. Lennox lay as
I asieep, the lines of his dark face
curlously pronounecd. And the girl,
because she was of the mountains,
hody and soul, answersd Dan's smile.
Then they knew that all of them knew
the truth. Not even an Inexperienced
ear could have any delusions abont
the pack song mow. It was that old-
est of wilderness songs, the hunting-
ery—that frenzled song of hlood-lust
that the wolf pack utters when it I8
running on the trmil of game. It had
found the track of living flesh at last,

“There's no use stopping, or trying
to climb a tree.” Dan told them sim
ply. “In the first place, Lennox ean’t
do It. In the second, we've got to take
a chance—for cold and hunger can get
up a tree where the wolf pack ean't.”
He spoke wholly without emotion
Once more he tightened the traces of
the sled.

“'ve heard that sometimes theé pack
will chase a man for davs without at-
tacking.” Lennox told them. *It all

P depends on bow long they've gome
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without foodl. Keep on and try to for-

el v Muybe we can keep ‘em
pluffad”

ut ns the hours passed, 1t becime
tnerensingly diMienlt to toreet the wolft
pack. It wps only o mntter of turning
the head and peeting for an nstant
Into the shadows o cateh o gllmpee
of ope of the ereatares.  Thely usual
fear of men, always their first emo-
tion, hud given wuy wholly to a hunt-
ing cunning : an effort to procure thelr
giume without ton grogl sk of thelr
own Hves. In the desperation of thelr
hunger they could not remember such
things as the fear of men, They
spread out farther, and at last Dan
looked up to find one of the gray

beasts walting, ke a8 shadow himself,
i the shadow of n tree not one hun
tredd feet from the sled. Snowbird
whipped out her pistol.

“Dan't dure!™ Dan's volee eracked
ont to her. He didn't speak loudly ; yet
the words came so sharp and com-
manding, so lke pistol fire (tself, that
they penetrated Into her consclonsness
and choked back the nervous reflexes
that In an Instant might have lost
them one of their three precious shells,
She caught herself with a sob. Dan
shouted at the wolf, and It melted into
the shadows.

"You won't do 1t again, Snowhird?
he asked her very humbly., But his
meaning was clear, He was not as
skilled with a pistol as she; but if her
nerves were breaking, the gun must
be taken from her hands, The three
shells must be saved to the moment of
utmost need.

“No," ghe told him, looking stralght
Into his ayes. “I won't do It agnin.”

He belleved her. He knew that she
spoke the truth., He met her eyes with
a half smile. Then, wholly without
warning, Fate played Its last trump.

Agaln the wiiderness reminded*them
of Its might, and thelr brave spirits
were flmost broken by the utter re-
morselessness of the blow, The girl
went on her face with a erack of wood,

“Maybe We Can Keep Them Bluffed.”

Her snow shoe had been eracked by
ber fall of the day before, when run-
ning to the fire, and whether she
struck some other obstruction In the
snow, or whether the cracked wood
had simply given way under her
welght, mattered not even enough for
them to Investigate. As in all great
disasters, only the result remalned.
The result in this case was that her
snowshoe, without which she could not
walk at all In the snow, was Irrepara-
bly broken.

“Fate has stacked the cards against
us,” Lennox teld them, after the first
moment's horror from the broken
gnowshoe.

But no one answered him, The girl,
white-faced, kept her wide eyes on
Dan. He seemed to be peering Into the
shadows beside the trafl, as if he were
watching for the gray forms that now
and then glided from tree to tree. In
reality, be was not looking for wolves,
He was gazing down Into his own soul,
measuring his own spirit for the trial
that lay before him.

The girl, unable to step with the
broken snowshoe, rested her welght on
one foot and hobbled like a bird with
broken wings across to him. No sight
of all thiz terrible journey had been
more dreadful in her father's eyes
than this. It seemed to split open
the strong heart of the man. She
touched her hand to his arm.

“I'm sorry, Dan,” she told him. “You
tried so hard—"

Just one little sound broke from his
throat—a strange, deep gasp that
could not be suppressed. Then he
caught her hand in his and kissed It—
apsin and again.  “Deo you think I care
ahonit that? he asked her. *] only
wish 1 could have done more—and
what T have done doesn’t count. Just
a* In my fight with Cransten, nothing
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counts beennse 1 didn't win, Tt's Just
faty, Snowhitd, It's no one’s faalt, but
nminvhe, m this world, nothing is ever
anyone’s fault.,” For in the twilight of
those winter wonds, o the shadow of
denth ltsell, perhaps he was cntching
glimmerings of eternal truths that are
hidden from all but the most far-see
ing eyes

“And this Is the end?' she asked
him. She spoke very hravely,

“No!"™  His hand tightened on hers,
“No, s0 long ns an ounce of strength
remgins.  To fight—never to give up—

mny God
die."”

And this was no idle prayer. His
eyes ralsed to the swnrry sky as he
spoke,

"But, son," Lennox asked him rath-
er quletiy, “what ean you do? The
wolves aren't going to walt a great
denl longer, and we can't go on”

“There's one thing more—one more
trial to make,” Dan answered. *“I
thought about it at firt, but it was too
long a chance to try if there was any
other wany. And I suppose you thought
of It toe.”

“Overtaking Cranston?"

“Of course, And It sounds llke a
erazy dream, But listen, both of you.
If we have got to die, up here In the
snow—and it looks llke we had—what
is the thing you want done worst be-
fore we go?"

Lennox's hands
leaned forward on
Cranston | he said,

“Yes!" Dan's volee rang. “Crans-
ton's never going to be pald unless we
do it. There will be no signs of In-
cendiarism at the house, and no
proofs, They'll find our bodles In the
snow, and we'll just be a mystery,
with no one made to pay. The evl-
dence in my pocket will be taken by
Cranston, some time this winter. If 1
don't make him pay, he never will pay.
And that's one reason why I'm going |
to try to carry out this plan I've got.

“The =zecond reason I8 that It's the
one hope we have left, I take it that
none of us are deceived on that point,
And no man can dle tamely—if he is
a man—while there's a chance. I mean
a young man, like me—not one who is
old and tired. It sounds perfectly silly
to talk about Anding Cranston’s win-
ter quarters, and then, with my bare
hands, conquering him, taking his food
and his blankets and his snowshoes
and his rifle, to fight away these
wolves, and bringing ‘em hack here.”

‘“You wouldn't be barehanded,” the
girl reminded him. “You could have
the pistol."

He dldn't even seem to hear her.
"T've been thinking sbout it. It's a
long, long chanee—much worse than
the chance we had of getting out by
stralght walking. I think we could
have made It, If the wolves had kept
off and the snowshoe hadn't broken,

glve me spirit for It tll I

clasped, and he
the sled. “Pay

It would have nearly killed us, but I
belleve we could have got out, That's |
why 1 didn't try this other way first.
A man with his bare hands hasn't
much of a chance against another with
a rifle, and I don't want you to be too
hopeful, And of course, the hardest
problem Is finding his eamp,

“But 1 do feel sure of one thing:
that he Is back to his old trapping line
on the North Pork—somewhers soush
of here—and his camp Is somewhere
on the river. I think he would have
gone there so that he could cut off any
attempt 1 might make to get through
with those letters. My plan is to start

back at an angle that will carry me
between the North Fork and our old
house. Somewhere in there I'll find
his tracks, the tracks he made when
he first came over to burn up the
house. 1 suppose he was careful to
mix 'em wup after once he arrived
here, but the first part of the way he
likely walked stralght toward the
house from his camp. Somewhere, If [
go that way, I'll eross his trall—with-
in 10 miles at lezst. Then I'll back-
track Lkim to his camp.”

“And never come back!™ the girl
eried.

“Maybe not. RBut at least every-
thing that can be done will be done,
Nothing will he left. No regrets, Wel
will have made the last trial. I'm not
golng to waste any time, Snowbird.
mmnmyurmwmm
better.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Make Love and Live Long.

The act of love-making nas a direet
Influence on the heart and blood, says
& medical correspondent. It stimu-
Iates the working capacity of the for
mer organ, and keeps It up to concert
pitch. As a result, the blood circu-
lates with greater strength, and every
part of the body Is sccordingly
strengthened. Love-making, moreover,
has a very decided influence In stimu-
Iating the working of the liver. Pat-
ent medicines would have to go out of
business to a considerable extent If the
world were more generally given (o
the art of making love with genuine
feeling. Perhaps the most striking
proof of the Immunity of lovers from
one form of {ll, viz, colds and chille
is afforded by the fact that a pair of
Cupid’s devolees will sit on & damp
bench for hours and take po harm.

|

It Is just as wise to watch yout
windings as It Is to wind your watlch

'!dvlnce of them. The rains that oc-
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Crowd of Germuns at the postoffice In Konlgshutte reglstering for the pleblscite which
whether Poland or Germany should bave the Upper Slleslan territory.

the Upper Slleslan Pleblsute

LRy r

wus (o determing

The Hllustration also shows a German wotan,

eighty-five years old, being carried to the polls to cast her vote for her fatherland,

U. S.Weather Is
Not Home Brew

r

lcy Blasts and Torrid Zephyrs
Are “Imported” From Other
Countries as General Rule

NOT SUBJECT TO REGULATION

There Is No Way of Suppressing High
and Low Disturbances and At
mospheric Pressure |s Boss of
Its Own Whims.

Washlngton.—People who complain
about the weather, who kick because
It 1s too hot, too cold or too windy, as
the case might be, are reminded by
the Natlonal Geographie soclety that
the weather is not home-brewed,

Most of it comes sweeping in from
other countries, blowing up beyond
the three-mile llmit without passport
or tarilf restrictions. Some of it might
bear the brand, “Made In the U. 8.
A." but as a general thing It Is lm-
ported. For the most part the Ameri-
can supply of raln, snows, blizzards,
cold waves and hot waves, tornadoes
apd tempests, come tumbling in from
the northwest and the west. A small-
er percentage, the soclety reports,
come from the north and southwest,
but now and then the wind In the
Gulf of Mexico and the South Atlan-
tic kicks up Its heels and there Is
trouble,

But, say the learned men of the so-
clety, It Is worth noting that none of
the weanther enters the country
through the stretch of the Atlantle
coast north of Cape Hatteras, the sec-
tion Into which pours the vast bulk
of material imports, and In which oe-
curs a majority of the main disasters
on American shores,

Alaska Storm Center.

There Is some consolation to en-
thuslasts for the “Made In America®
movement, the soclety says, In the
fact that the great majority of dis-
turbances that enter the states origl-
nate In Alaska, or In the great warm
cauldron of the North Paclfic, between
the Aleutian Islands and Hawall,
which I8 almost a United States sea.

So the weather Is not subject to reg-
ulation, There Is no way of suppress-
ing high and low disturbances, At-
mospheric pressure Is boss of Its own
whims, The groundhog Is not nearly
80 accurate a prophet as a little vane
at the edge of the sea.

“The areas of disturbance—'lows"
and ‘highs'—made famillar to large
numbers of people by the rough circles
and ellipses that Indicate them on the
dally weather maps of the weather
bureau,” says the society bulletin,
“cross the coutinent usually In three
or four days. Usually raln or snow
falls in the ‘low' areas or slightly In

cur In the arld parts of the West,
however, usually follow In the pas-
sage of the ‘lows' "

The "highs” that traverse the Unl-

ted States have fewer places of origin
than the “lows"—Alberta, North and
South Paclfic, Rocky mountalns and
Hudson bay. They usually bring
cooler weather, The bitterest cold
waves known In the reglon from the
Great Lakes eastward follow “highs”
that drift down from the Hudson bay,
but judging by the recent winter per-
:‘crmunce there was not much drift-
ng,

The bulletln does not explaln why
the last winter fell so far below the
usual average, or whether this may be
taken to mesn that the approaching
summer will break all records for
heat, consldering its early start.
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{ Solons Send Pages E
to Witness Circus ¢

Sacramento, Oal, — “Mister

t Speakerr-!" “This 18 circus

day,” sald Assemblyman Frank
L, Coombs, when the assembly
convened, “I think that If this
assembly could take a day off
yesterday to go to the ball
game [t might let the pages
have the afternoon to go to the
clrecus, We were all boys once,
except those of us who were
girls” Then Mr. Coombs, whose %
suggestion was approved upanl- %
mously, gilded the Wy by tak- }
Ing up a collection to pay the
pages’ admission, buy thelr pea-
nuts and otherwise make the
day bright, and five small boys
stepping high and smiling wide-
ly, left for the lair of the blgod-
swenting behemoth,
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Hit by Vise ' Frauds

Travelers in Orient Are Victims
of Swindiers.

Favorite Means of Livellhood Among
Minor Officiale—Also Practice
Money and Ticket Fraude.

Constantinople, — Swindling travel-
ers in connectlon with passport vises
has become one of the favorite means
of livelihood of minor officinls In the
Orlent and Balkan countries.

Mrs. J. H K. Polly, wife of an
American business man living in Lon-
don, recently was a victim of this
fraud while travellng on the Orlent
express, running from here to Paris.
When the train was passing from Bul-
garia Into Serbia an officlal In uniform
representing himself as a Serb lnspec-
tor, demanded to see her passports,
informed her that the vise obtained
at the Serb legation In Constantinople
was invalld and ordered her to leave
the train. After protestations, he con-
sented to accept $35 to let her con-
timue her journey. She had already
pald $30 for vises of her passport.

Before leaving Constantinople many
truvelers are obliged to give large
sums to get vises which later may be
declared inFalld In this manner.

Since refugees from Russia are not
wanted In other countries, where they
may become publie charges, few pass-
ports are granted them officially, but
they are furnished with proper papers
for sums ranging from $20 to $100. As
these refugees are poor, they are often
obliged to spend all but thelr travel-
ing expenses for vises.

Another form of swindle results
from the general FEuropean laws
agalnst taking large sums ef silver,
gold or paper money of a given coun.
try into another,

To prevent such traflic governments
place officlaly at froutiers, who de-
mand of esch traveler the sum of for-
elgn cash on his ~erson. If he declares

anything above the equivalent of $70,
or some such modest sum, It I8 taken
and a recelpt given which he may cash
in money of the country on leaving It
Sometimes the Inspector merely pock-
ets the money, or will take a bribe to
let the traveler proceed with all his
cagh,

Americans of experlence have
adopted the plan of carrylug only
checks or drafts and thus avold this
annoyance,

The oldest form of travel swindle
takes the form of tralns stopping due
to lack of conl. Then the traln crew
plays cards until the passengers take

up a collection with which to buy coal,

Thig swindle has been Improved upon.
An official takes up tickets and thea a
second officlal, who denounces the first
one as a fraud, makes the passengers
pay a second time,

AMERICANS HELD IN RUSSIA

Anna Keiser Escapes as British Sub. -
Ject and Tells of the Rancor
of Reds.

Constantinople.—Russian Bolshevikl
are bitter toward Americans, and are
not permitting them to leave Russia,
suld Anna Kelser of Philadelphla upon
arriving here,

She came to this city on board the
steamer Rechid Pasha, which landed
at Odessa a number of officers and
soldiers who had formerly served In
south Russla under General Wrangel,
antl-Bolshevik leader. She declared,
French, Itallan and British eitizens
were allowed to depart from Odessa,

“I left as a British subject,” she
sald, “the few Americans who were
in Odessa having been refused per-
mission to leave. A number of Gen-
eral Wrangel's officers who were taken
to Odessa were shot, and t'e remaln-
der were taken before the central

INDIANS MEND SKULLS

Prehistoric Medicine Men of
South America Were Skillful.

Scraped the Bone With Knives of
Stone or Obsidian and Covered
Hole With Gourd.

New York.—Prehistoric lodlans of
South Ameriea had crude medicine
men who removed splinters of arrow-
heads aod stone bludgeons from
wounded warriors by cutting thmugh'
the skull with knives of stone or ob-
sidian and other simple Instruments
wrought from copper and bronge.
Sometimes the patient |ived ; frequent-
Iy he went to the happy hunting

grounds.

These uncomfortable trestments of

American Museum of Natural History.

Of nearly 1,200 skulls collected ln
South Amerieca by the Iste Dr. Adolph
Bandeller for exhibition In the mu-
seum, about 5 per cent has been oper-
ated upon. To surgeons the practice
is known as trephining. It consists
of removing a disk or button of bone

soviet then sent to the army of
farm
even today In the and

skull fractures are Other
heads are perforated now and then In
the bacchanals and festivals whooped
up occasionally with great quanti-
tes of Intoxicants, the Investigators
reported.

When the laughter and the free-for-
alls quiet down, the medicine men
get out thelr sharp pocket knives and
mauke Incisions into the injured skuils
of the sufferers, frequently covering

from the skull with a saw called a |the apperture with gourd. During the
|operation they scrape around the

trephine,

Complex fracture of the skull with
depresslon of the bony plates must
have been common occurrences dur-
ing the anclent tribal wars when clubs |
headed with stone and copper along
with slings, the “bola™ and the *“1ul"
were offensive weapons, sald the re
ports of the museum's lavestigators,

A patural procedure, they opined, |

with victims who sarvived skull tru--
tures must have heen attempts to re |

wound with a chisel.

Modern anesthetics are unknown to
the medicine men. They put thelr pa-
tient Into Insensibility by constant
use of the “coca” plant. This also is
employed for healing purposes and Is
commonly applied to wounds, brulses
and cotlusions

Broke in on the Blessing.
Weston, W. Va.—Prohibition officery

serious casualties from tribal shlm-lmve the splinters of bome that | interrupted Dave Able us he was say-
tshes still coutipue in remote aress of | pricked the braln, or to cut out frag- | Ing grace over his noonday meal and

Boiivia, Evidence of this has beall
gathered by feld workars from the

ments pressing upon it

arrested hlmmad‘mdm
stiil

Warlike clans fight intermittently | a moonshine




